IIO            DOROTHY WORDSWORTH,

to her sister-in-law at Grasmere, at an inn by no means

remarkable for comfort, to mention that she wrote on

the same window-ledge  on which her brother had

written to her two years before; but it reveals a loving                  p

heart.

On the second day of their journey we find the
following entry in Miss Wordsworth's diary: " Passed
Rose Castle upon the Caldew, an ancient building of
red stone with sloping gardens, an ivied gateway, vel-

I                          vet lawns, old garden walls, trim flower-borders, with                    :\

j                          stately and luxuriant flowers.   We walked up to the

house and stood some minutes'watching the swallows
that flew about restlessly, and flung their shadows upon
i\                          the sunbright walls of the old building; the shadows

I                          glanced and twinkled, interchanged and crossed each

f                          other, expanded and shrunk up, appeared and disap-

I                          pearecl every instant; as I observed to William and

i                          Coleridge, seeming more like living things than the                      ,

I                          birds themselves."                                                                            |

|                             Going by way of Carlisle, the small party entered                      \

I                          Scotland near Gretna, and proceeded by Dumfries and

I                         the Vale of Nith.    At Dumfries, the grave and house

|                         of Burns had a melancholy interest for them, Miss

Wordsworth stating that "there is no thought surviving
in Burns's daily life that.is not heart depressing."

On leaving the Nith, Miss Wordsworth thus de-
scribes the scenery: "We now felt indeed that we
were in Scotland; there was a natural peculiarity in
this place. In the scenes of the Nith it had not been
the same as England, but yet not simple, naked Scot-
land. The road led us down the hill, and now there

'                                        ', and driving the sweet
